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It was so cold that we could not sit in the rickshaws,
and got out to walk. Li, who had been very unhappy
in the leather shoes (which he wore solely for reasons
of "face"), had bought himself a pair of soft Chinese
slippers, and strode along at a pace none of us could
match. He was really enjoying himself. We were a
curious party, but there are many curious people on
the roads in China. And we could always pass for
missionaries.
Soon the road curved upwards on to the rim of the
plateau: beneath us the river wound white like a
glacier. Ahead, across the broad mouth of the valley,
was a shadowy line of hills. "That," Miao said with
difficulty, "is Shensi." It looked a long way off, and
our progress was pitifully slow.
We had lunch at a wayside inn, which should have
been a caravanserai—it had all the conventional at-
tributes, including the fleas. I had a constant fear of
lice, to which Miao was supremely indifferent. This
was surprising, since I had had typhus injections
and he had not. Not long after this we passed the
walls of another city—Hsi Shan. We were half-way
to Yu Men K'ou, the crossing of the Yellow River.
With the sun well up, it was easier going.
But we did not reach the river that night. Only a
pale afterglow lingered above the Shensi hills as we
drew near to Ho Ching, the last town of any size
along our route. Night travel is not very popular in
China; and this country, near the border of two
provinces, had the usual reputation for bandits. We
decided to leave the crossing for the next day.
We stopped at the first inn, we found to drink tea;
but the rooms were so filthy that my heart sank.

